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blowy corner or In .any unswept tene IF YOU WERE MINE.
If yon were mine, the hills and plains

That seem today ao sere and dead SO EASY!optkn itatr Journal
r An Independent Newspaper.
- Hy FRANK P. MACLEXXAX.

On the Spur
of the Moment

BY ROY K. MOt-LTO-

the boss is played out and has nothing
to 'sell,' on becSknse he has grown
indifferent to tba work of 'selling."
'Stuffed clubs' and 'old crabs' are
among the expressions used by the
young to describe those who have
hardened to the point where they
think It unnecessary ever again to
win anybody or explain anything.
They become lawgivers a high posi-
tion especially reserved for persons
of great solemnity who, when they
fall, fell far enough to make the
sight worth seeing. Keep on 'selling
yourself.' Keep your mind active and
keep up faith in what your mind pro-
duces. Have enthusiasm and

Have illusions. Death
comes when illusions pass. There
isn't necessarily a funeral, but death
has come Just the same. Without il-

lusions you prowl around and bore
people. Nothing remains to interest
you. No way remains by which you
can interest others. Did you ever stop
to think that people are far more in-

terested in your illusions than any-
thing else about you? Wives must
keep on 'soiling their husbands, and
husbands should never stop 'selling'
their wives. Children must 'sell' their
parents, and parents must 'sell' their
children. In no other way is confi-
dence between human beings main-
tained. When the effort to 'sell'
stops, the tio that binds Is broken."
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ment. A devil to the housewife, it is
benign god to the maker of brooms

and vacuum cleaners. "Dust the
most pernicious substance in the
world!" cries the intolerant reformer.
Patience, patience, good friend!" Were
it not for the dust mote, how could
we ever perceive the beam of sun-
shine slanting through the shadowy
room? Besides, there is star dust.

THOSE GOOD OLD DAYS.
Probably none of the girls at the

University of Kansas will sigh for the
good old days" in dancing, because

they are not sufficiently aged to re
member them. But the edict of Mrs.
Eustace Brown, their official mentor
n matters of this sort, that there must

be no bodily contact nothing that.
savors of hugging, in other words
n the dancing on Mt. Oread, recalls

the fact that the "round
dances" that were considered perfect-
ly proper for the mothers of today
called for exceedingly close forma-
tions.

Reports that thousands are starving
n the flooded districts of Louisiana

and that appeals for relief have failed
to bring results do not sound very
good.

FEDERAL CONTROL XJRGED.
Participation of the federal govern

ment through the United State public
health service In the study and control
of tuberculosis Is nrged hy a resolution
just adoted by the National Associa-
tion for the Btud and Prevention of
Tuberculosis. The National Associa-
tion roposes that by act of congress a
special division of tuberculosis be es-

tablished In the United States public
health service with an adequate appro
priation. This division should be
manned by experts and should study
the tuberculosis problem from every
point of view and should, so far as
possible set up standards for the treat
ment and prevention of the disease
throughout the country. One of the
problems which It is proposed to study
first would be that of the indigent
migratory consumptive, particularly in
the health resorts of various parts of
the United States, such as California.
New Mexico, Colorado and Texas. An-
other problem which it is proposed
should be studied is that relating to
the causes of tuberculosis. A bill in-

troduced by Congressman Kent of
California in the house and by Senator
Norrls of Nebraska in the senate pro
vides for some of the things which the
National Association asks for and also
for a federal subsidy to hospitals car-
ing for nonresident consumptives.
Commenting on the resolution. Dr.
Charles J. Hatfield, executive secre-
tary of the National Association for
the Study and Prevention of Tubercu
losis, says: "In spite of the fact that
tuberculosis is costing the United
States from J 600,000,000 to $1,000,-000.00- 0

every year in lives lost, the
amount of money being spent annually
by all private and public agencies is
not much more than $20,000,000; and
while a nation-wid- e crusade to stamp
out tuberculosis has been organized,
we are still ignorant of many of the
factors that produce it. A few thou
sand dollars wisely apent in scientific
research under federal supervision will
secure results of incalculable benefit
to this country."

If the sensational charges against
the armyaviation service are true, it
becomes evident that Uncle Sam's air
craft are as woefully inefficient as are
his submarines. And isn't it about
time that the United States began to
get a little something worth while for
the money it spends for military and
naval purposes?

IT'S A DEATH WATCH.
What a terrible indictment for the

policy of "Watchful Waiting." Dur
ing the years 1913, 1914 and 1915, no
less than 76 Americans were killed
in Mexico, and 20 civilian Americans
and 16 soldiers were killed on Ameri
can soil as a result of the Mexican
troubles. But these figures do not
happen to tell all of the horrible
story. Since the end of the year 1915,
a considerable number of other Amer-
icans have been slaughtered In Mex-
ico, including the large company of
American mining men who were shot
down like dogs at San Tsabel. Com-
ment is unnecessary. The frightful
facts speak for themselves.

Should the history of the European
war repeat Itself in another particular.
Just about the time that the Grand
Duke Nicholas gets in a position to
beat to a pulp the Turks and the Teu-
tons ranged against the Russians in
the Caucasian zone of the war. he will
run out of munitions and supplies, and
be compelled to stage another difficult
retreat.

OLD IDEAS IX NEW ClX)THES.
In the March American Magazine

Sid says: "Two Interesting expressions
have appeared in the vernacular of
business within a few years, 'selling
yourself and 'selling the other fellow.'
To 'sell yourself is to convince your-
self of the soundness of your own
ideas; to 'sell the other fellow is to
convince another that your position is
right. 'He is absolutely sold on him-
self and 'He has sold me completely
are frequently heard among salesmen.
Whoever you are, wherever you are,
keep on 'selling the other fellow
Never let up. When younger men, cr
other men, come into your office, do
not depend on them to dig up the
story of your greatness. In many
cases they won't even know that such
a story exists. Thy will be really
impressed only hy fresh exhibits of
your ability. You must begin with
them almost as if you had never
achieved anything, and convince them
day by day that you can do great
things. One new example of what
you can do is more convincing to your
new associates than a whole store-
room full of traditions of past per-
formances. Many a young man is
no; 'sold' on his boss, either because

From weary months of cruel drouth.
Would smile like poppies after rains.

Or famished pilgrims, manua fed:
While perfumes drifting frura tiie south

Make earth and life aeem more divine
If you were mine, if you were mine.

If you were mine, the atormy ways
My feet have trodden all these years

Id shades like dim cathedral aisles
Where struggling auubeams, fllt'rlng

play
O'er saints who paas in holy tears

The silence of the afterwhiles
Would lead to viatas wide and fine
As Vales of Peace if you were mine.

If you were mine, the God who knows
The Inmost secrets of the heart.

Who marks the hour each wayside rose
Shall bloom, and fade, and fall apart;

Who notes the wounded aparrow'a cry
Aud grieves when stricken spirits pine.

Would bear my faintest prayer or algh
And smile on me if you were mine.
Claude Calmer Luce, la Minneapolis
Journal.

The Evening Story

Circumstantial Evidence.
(By Leslie Conner.)

One by one the men in the bank re
turned from their vacations with tales
of prowess and skill which varied ac-

cording to age and circumstances from
Mr. Witherspoon, the president, to
Johnny Double-day- who ran errands.

Barrymore was last. "But not least,'
thought Virginia Dale with amuse
ment. Back in her wire cage, strum-
ming the keys on an adding machine.
she had heard the wonderful bits of
Nimrod history. "These men how
like overgrown boys they are! And
now we shall see how Dick Barrymore
turns the world around while he is
away.

Dick departed to the Canadian
woods, and returned, as Virginia had
oredicted. with a story of two won
derful buck and a moose. The heads
were at a taxidermist's and when they
were ready the moose was to hang in
the bank.

"He's streached it even further than
I thought he would," Virginia com
mented dubiously. "I doubt if he ever
even saw a moose in his life.

In due time the head arrived. It
really was wonderful, with antlers like
the boughs of an old oak. Barrymore
was voted the pride and joy of the Sec
ond National and the trophy was given
a place of honor near the door.

Virginia stopped her work a minute
td watch the hanging. Dick turned at
the same instant and their eyes met.
Something in the girl's expression
made Dick flush. After that, she was
doubly sure she was right, for Dick
had all the appearance of guilt.

A few weeks later, she went into a
hardware store to buy a pair of scis-
sors. As she entered, the window dis-
play held her, for as a background for
a lot of firearms, cartridges and hunt-
ing knives, were hung the heads of all
kinds of animals.

"That is a fine collection of ani-
mals," she said to the salesman.

The old man scratched his head.
"Yes 'tis. Mr. Mooney's been a heap
o" years collectin' them things. An it
was J dern sight finer before he sold
the moose. I didn't want him to do
it."

"The moose? Was there a moose,
did you say?"

"Yes'm. That's what I said. The
finest head of a bull moose you ever
saw in your life."

"Could you do you know who
bouirht it?"

''Why, yes. I suppose it's down in
the day hoot.'

After a rummage in the safe. "Yes,
here 'tis. November twenty-nint- h. One
hundred and seventy-fiv- e dollars,
Richard D. Barrymore."

"Thank you very much. I agree
with you, it was too bad to break the
collection. Good afternoon." And Vir-
ginia departed.

The next day was Thursday and Vir-
ginia had asked for the day off to shop
in a city sixty miles away. She board-
ed an interurban car to return in the
afternoon when she saw Dick Barry-
more just ahead. The only vacant seat
was right behind him and she took it.
Dick occupied a seat alone and Vir-
ginia knew that the buckled hag be
side him contained twenty thousand
dollars. Dick brought the bag over
every Thursday and put in the vault
upon his return.

"I can t understand it at all" she
thought, studying his profile. "Of
course, Dick likes to talk, but who
wouldn't get the habit among all those
donkeys braying their heads off." She
flushed suddenly and looked out of
the widow, realizing she was trying to
defend him to herself. Then defiantly:
"But he lied about the moose head to
all of us. There's no getting over
that."

The trolley ate up miles of flat coun-
try, stopping at stations now and then
to take on or let off ruralites. Air in
the car was close and hot. Dick's eyes
closed; then his head rolled sideways
and Virginia heard a gentle snore.

By twos and threes along the road,
the car was discharging its passengers.
but Dick slept on- - Virginia became
indignant. "If a bank was trusting me
to carry all that mony I'd deserve the
confidence a little better than that.
I'd stay awake if I had to pinch myself
black and blue."

Hardly any one was left but them-
selves. Virginia discovered that even
the conductor had disappeared some
where up front. "If I were dishonest
I could easily'appropriate that bag and
get off at the next aeop."

The a little imp of mischief perched
on a curl just over her ear. "Do it
anyway," eh whispered," and give him

scarce. Another imp moved her
arm over the back of Dick's seat and
closed her fingers around the thick
leather handle of the bag. Shaking,
she lifted it over the back and when
the car stopped at Truesdale to let a
woman on, Virginia got off with Dick s
satchel and twenty thousand dollars.

Nothing happened that evening, and
her weariness was as keen as her nerv-
ousness, for she sat up all night with
one hand on the telephone and the
other on the bag in case of thieves.

Early the next day, she set out for
the bank, arriving before any of the
men. She locked the bag in her own
closet and waited. But, to her per-
plexity, there was no commotion, noth-
ing in any way unusual about the rou-
tine of business. Dick was his usual
assured self and acted as though noth-
ing in the world had happened.

Virginia felt that she must be losing
her mind. But, determined to carry
her point, she took the bag home
against that night.

The bell rang at eight, and she fair-
ly gasped with relief wnen Dick Barry-
more came in.

"Good evening. Miss Dale, I've
come, if you don't mind, for my bag."

She started. "So you knew I took
it!"

"Yes, I siw you!"
"But how could you?"
"I was only pretending sleep. There

was a rumor I was to be robbed, so I
took that way of finding out the guilty
one."

"But, if you saw, why did you let
me?"

He laughed. "The joke wan too
good. There wasn't anything in the
bag but a few atones. I thought you
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--'Sweden's move in asking the United
Stutes to call the neutral nations to
gether in a conference to formulate a
concerted protest against the activities
of .Great P.ritain in the matters of
censoring the mails and interfering
with commerce, also serves to empha-
size the mistake that the neutrals
made in not forming a coalition of this
sort at the very beginning of the war
to take united action against the ab-

rogation of any of their rights by any
Of the European belligerents.

Apparently one of Mr. Brandeis's
most glaring faults, as Is evidenced by

the testimony before the senate com-
mittee that is investigating his qualifi-
cations for the place on the supreme
cutrt of the United States to which
President Wilson has nominated him,
is it hat he has never tried to please
everybody. However, that is a vir-
tue, rather than a fault. The genial
gentleman who tries to please every-bofl- y

never does much that is worth
wljile.

If infidelity reigns among the edu
cated classes of Latin-Ameri- to the
extent of a report recently presented
to jngreF9 on Religious Work in
Lihtuij America, then the future of
Lirtln-Ameri- is not a very rosy or
substantial one. But it is often the
case that reports of this character are
exaggerations. Too many of the i

vestlgntors and reformers judge
wKole people or class by the activities
ofTthe few with whom they may come
in"contact.

5'opekuns are reported to eat the
btt food but mostly when it is In
season. "Which is another testimonial

e good sense of Topekans, as out
of?lha-easo- n stuff generally has a dis-
uifpotnting taste to it, regardless of Its
fancy price. If you doubt this, pay
Sorcents for a "spring chicken about
as-bi- as a pigeon and then see how
It eats.

Kvidently there are not many Dem
ocrats among the local contractors
w&o are puzzled at the rise in the
prices of all building material. Else
this would also be charged to the
European war.

r With millions of dead ducks in the
Cheyenne bottoms, killed by some sort
of a mysterious disease, and reports
from other places of dead ducks be-

ing found here and there, and appar
ently the victim of the same malady, it
seems certain that the protection ac-
corded the ducks by the federal mi
gratory bird law is far from being suf-
ficient.

Topeka is progressing, at least, in
one desirable direction. Its death rate
Is decreasing and its birth rate is in
ereasing.

Carranza is doing a fine thing for
Mexico in establishing something that
approaches an adequate system o
public education, but he'd be doing
more important thing for his country
rli;ht now if he would capture Villa
and his fellow bandits.

Present indications are that the
dove of political peace won't be on the
job to any extent in these United States
during the next eight months.

"While the war strength of Kansas
ij estimated at 343,560 men, Us peace
etrenpth can be set down at approxi-
mately 1,700,000 men, women and
rh'ldren, or the mtire population of
th-- slate including- the men available
for war. Kansans are for peace first,
last and all the time, but they'll fight,

f course, if they have to, and being
ordinarily sensible folk they also must
realize that they and their brethren
the country over should be adequately
prepared for any fighting that might
have to be done.

IH'ST.
It is what you try to throw in your

fellow men's eyes while they try to
toss it into yours, says Collier's. It is
what we all spring from and that to
which we return, thus vouchsafing to
some solemn divine the opportunity to
complete the quotation of "Ashes to

shes " It is the substance that im-

pairs the breathing apparatus of many
millions and deals out a pack of dis-

eases of every degree of importance,
from the ace to the twospot at any

one cup water, one tablespoon corn-
starch dissolved in a little cold water;
boil until thickened, then let cool.
Cake part: One-ha- lf clip butter and
lard, ane cup sugar, one egg, one cup
water. Flour to make a nice batter
and two teaspoons baking powder.

Ilreads.
White Bread In the evening dis-

solve half cake compressed yeast In a
little warm water. Mash three

boiled potatoes, add about
one-four- th cup sugar and a heaping
tableshpoon of flour. Pour on Just
enough boiling water to scald flour,
mix well with potatoes, then add
enough more water to make about 1

quarts. When lukewarm, add the dis-
solved yeast cake and let etand over
night in warm place. (It is best to
mash potatoes with a rlcer, or strain
the whole, before adding the yeast, as
this takes out all the little lumps and
makes the bread finer.) In the morn-
ing the yeast should be foamy and
ready to sponge. Add as much flour
as can be beaten in with a spoon, and
stand in warm place to rise. When
light, add tablespoon of lard and pinch
of salt. Knead quite stiff, adding as
much flour as is required. Let rise
again. Then mold into loaves, let rise
to double size and bake.

To make kuchen with bread dough:
When ready to put bread into loaves,
pave out a small piece of dough and
work in a little more shortening and
sugar. Roll out to desired thickness
and let rise. When light, put on some
thick light brown sugar and cinnamon.
Bake about twenty minutes. (This is
delicious.)

Cornbread With Raisins One pint
white corn meal, two tablespoons
sugar, one-ha- lf teaspoon salt, one-ha- lf

teaspoon soda, one teaspoon cream of
tartar, milk enough to make Foft bat-
ter: then add one cup seeded raisins.
Mix in order given and make in cake
pan thirty minute.

Got It ! ! ! .

First it's tickle.
And then it's sneeze;

Tbeu it's strangle
And then it's wheeze.

Your throat la aa raw
As au underdone ham;

You think you will die.
And you don't care a bang!
There's noise in your head

Like Niagara's roar.
From the throb and the rush

Of your germ-lade- n (tore.
You ahnke and you shiver.

Then parboil and grille;
One minute a fever.

The next one a chill.
You breathe throuph your ears

And you talk through your nose.
And ache like the devil

From head to your toes.
The world's upside down.

And you don't care ft rip.
For it's canght you, by Jlng!

Just the same darned old GRIP!

Uncle Abncr.
Every once in a while an explosion

tells of the sad fate of another de-
votee to the celluloid collar habit, .

A feller who buys a $2 necktie when
he has got a full beard ain't got no
call to complain of hard times.

There are so many ways of getting
to heaven nowadays that there is
sure going to be an awful collision if
they all try to run into the terminal
station at the same time.

No man is so much of a failure in
life that he doesn't think he is quali-
fied to write in and tell the editor
how to run the paper.

There is only one thing that you
get so regular in a country hotel as
roast beef and brown gravy, and that
is roast pork and apple eass.

It seems to be human nature to be
mighty fond of eggs when they are
60 cents & dozen and to git mighty
sick of 'em when they are 15 cents a
dozen.

Breaking Into Print.
At last bis name

la print appears!
Be cuts his corns

With rusty shears.
Youngstown Telegram.

I saw bis name
In type quite bold;

He took quack dope
To cure a cold.

Shardon Tribune.
At last bis name

In print is seen ;
He lit the fire

With gasoline.
Warren Tribune

At last hia name
Appears to ua;

He stood in front
Of a jitney bus.

Those Short Skirts.
Toledo has a councilman who is

framing an ordinance to fine any wo-
man $5 for appearing in public wear-
ing a skirt that doesn't come down to
her shoe tops. Whereat Ben Hoover
lets fly with this:
Back to the days of garments staid,
For comely matron and tidy maid.
When only circua-rider- a dared
To wear the duds at which men atared.
For here's a law to lengthen the skirts
And shorten the gaze of bold male flirts.
But Mr. Councilman, framing the law.
Has failed o take note of a possible flaw ;
For some of the ladies are clothing their

"toots"
In perfectly wonderful boots.
They say of some of them, parts you don't

see, - -

Extend pretty near to the crook of the
knee

Evening Chat
BY RUTH CAMERON.

Her Husband's Friends.
Io you ever praise your husband's

friends? Tou, in this case, means
wives, of course, but as ail women
are potential if not actual wives, I
hope no woman will lay this article
aside merely because she isn't at pres
ent of the matrimonial estate.

As for the men well, I know all
husbands will prick up their ears
when they read that question, and
bachelors don't matter.

The great complaisance which the
average American husband shows in
permitting his wife to select the
friends with whom they shall spend
most of their leisure time, and in en-
tertaining and associating with her
family rather than his, is something
I have remarked upon before. I
think it exists partly because in this
country (I believe the opposite is true
abroad) the ties between a woman
and her family are stronger than those
between a man and his, and also be-
cause the American business man is so
absorbed in his business that he
leaves the arranging of all social re-
lationships to his wife.

But one aspect of this matter I do
not either like or understand, and
that is the antagonism the average
wife seems to feel for her husband's
masculine bachelor friends. Surely
his complaisance deserves some bet-
ter return. And yet I know many
otherwise kind, thoughtful, unselfish
women who reward their husbands
complaisance in entertaining and as-
sociating with their friends by resent-
ing the rare occasions when he wants
to entertain his old-tim- e friends.

Some Are Open in Their Dislike.
Some openly express this dislike;

others, while pretending to have no
objection to their husbands' friends,
are always making deprecatory com-
ments upon them; still others do not
even admit the dislike to themselves,
but cannot keep it entirely out of their
manner. There is no real gracious-nes- s

in their welcome of the bachelor
friend; they cannot keep the atmos-
phere of constraint from being palp-
able, nor entirely conceal their relaxa-
tion and relief when he is gone.

It is a strange and unworthy kind
of jealousy, this resentment of theirs.
I do not like it. And they could give
so much pleasure by a little cordiality
and graciousness, a little tolerance.

A young married friend of mine
told me the other day of an experi-
ence of hers which gave rise to my
first question. She had always dis-
liked her husband's favorite bachelor
friend a man of great worth, unfor-
tunately obscured by a diffident man-
ner. Wifelike. she had taken no pains
to conceal this, dislike. By a circumstanc-

e-enforced propinquity she had
grown to know this man better, and
one day said something in praise of
him to her husband. She said her
husband's delight at the words of ap-
preciation was really touching. "It
opened my eyes. she said, "and since
then I've tried to see the pood instead
of the bad in my husband's bachelor
friends, and to see what a good time
I could give them whenever they came
instead of how few I could make their
visits. I can tell you, virtue has been
doubly its own reward both in my
husband's pleasure and in what I get
out of it myself."

I hope her experience may open
some other woman's eyes, too. (Pro-
tected by the Adams Newspaper

Journal Entries
Were silence really golden more

people would practice it.

No cause is so worthless as not to
have a number of ardent supporters.

Nor does the selfish man get much
real enjoyment out of the things he
has.

Too many people are free to offer
suggestions they would not act on
themselves.

More men would be heroes if they
only had the opportunities, or that's
what they think.

Jayhawker Jots
Too many men emulate the rooster,

declares the Peabody Gazette, and
crow before the day's work is started.

When a man writes a letter to his
congressman, says the Atchison Globe,
about all he gets out of it Is an an-
swer.

There's always more curiosity than
sympathy in the crowd at an accident,
points out Ellis Clarke in the Ottawa
Herald.

We once knew a Perfect Boy, says
the Atchison Globe, and it continues
and concludes the story with: He is
in the pen now.

Maybe they made sausage. "Ground-
hog day was well observed on this
route," reports the Route One Corre-
spondent for the Caldwell News.

Eggs are so high, sighs Imri Zum-wa- lt

in his Bonner Springs Chieftain,
that a fellow can't afford to throw
even rotten ones at his enemies.

Repeated by the Great Bend Trib-
une: "Is he married?" asked a young
lady referring to a Great Bend bache-
lor. "Well, I thought he was." she
replied to a negative answer, "he al-
ways looks so sour."

There must have been an oyster in
it. The Bell Prairie correspondent of
the Colby Tribune reports: Those
who attended the oyster supper at the
Sowers schoolhouse report a Jolly
good time, and extra good soup.

Another black eye for that rt

fonder stuff.- grow -
According to the Galena Reublican, a
Galena girl whose steady is out of
town is worried considerably over the
fact that while his letters are none the.
less frequent, they are much "thin-
ner."

Observations by Keith Clevenger, in
his Osawatomie Graphic: A nut does
not necessarily have to be cracked.

. . . A grin is but a cheap imita-
tion of a smile. Don't be fooled.

. . . When a fellow peels off his
coat to fight he seldom looks to see
who is holding it. . . . This snowy,
icy weather makes the righteous as
well as the sinner stand in slippery
places. . . . The cynic serves one
purpose at least, he makes other peo-
ple happy that they are not like him.

. The short skirts decreed by
Dame fashion for this spring and sum
mer are going to be mighty tough on
the Dow-legg- girl. . . . The worn
an whose only claim to distinction is
that she made a monkey of a man
hasnt so awful much to-- brag about,
after all.

Globe Sights
BY THE ATCHISON GLOBE.

To talk is human, to listen divine.
Much of the New Thought is old

foolishness revised.
If you think the entire world is

wrong, you're wrong.
The more men folks there are in

some families the less work is done.
The er spirit suffers a

puncture every time it is "cranked"up.
i ne inspiration which gets out a

heavy vote is a desire, to vote against
somebody.

A man who doesn't hate himself
occasionally doesn't look himself over
very often.

Tou should find a better outlet foryour enthusiasm than applauding a
movie piay.

About nine times out of ten, when a
man asks you to be fair, he wants you
to agree with him.

The time has past when a man can
gain many votes by trying to look like
Abraham Lincoln.

Some of those who are so easily
shocked are going around looking foropportunities in that line.

Refusal to recognize a drunken man
who insists on renewing an acquain-
tance should be listed among the
white lies.

It is Noble of the Boy Scouts to doa kind act every day, but thev should
also do the chores, which sometimesconstitute a more pa'.nful task.

Don't ask too much credit for doing
your duty; generally speaking itmeans a more pleasant career thanriotous living or shiftlessness, besidespaying better wages.

It has heen discovered why JudeJohnson likes to attend revivals intabernacles. Usually the floor of atabernacle is covered with saw dust,
and Jude can 8pit anywhere hepleases.
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would find out soon enough. We ex-
pressed the money."

"I didn't open it. Really, Mr.
Barrymore. I didn't have any idea of
taking the money. You see, you were
asleep, and I I thought you wero
careless and needed a lesson and "

Dick became very serious and look-
ed at her oddly. "Are you cure you
meant to be honest?"

'Why, Mr. Barrymore!"
"Well I have no way of knowing."
"But surely you know me better

than that. I oh, you must know I
am honest."

"But you don't think I am!"
Sho flushed and looked awry quick-

ly. "I never thought you'd steal, no'
But I Just had an idea that oh, that
old moose head had worried me so.
You Just thought it, so there!"

"I killed that moose with my own
hands."

She looked her scorn.
"You don't believe it?"
"Circumstantial evidence is against

you."
"It is against you, too."
She bit her lip. The tears were

coming.
Dick stepped nearer and took her

hand. "Miss Dale Virginia let's
both stop this. Down in your heart
you don't believe I'm lying. Listen!
Last year, before I went into the bank,
I killed that moose. Uncle Peter
Mooney bought it and had it mounted.
This vear I bought it back. Do you
believe me? Look at me, Virginia."

"Yes," she admitted tremulously.
"But surely, Mr. Barrymore, you don't
think I meant to steal that bag, do
you? Why, I wouldn't "

He laaghed contritely. "You poor
little soul! It was a mean revenge of
mine to torment you so. Why, dear.
I love the very ground you walk on.
Virginia, cen you ever forgive rne
enough to care for me just a little?

.per perhaps! If you promise not
to play any more Jokes." (Copyright,
1916, by McClure Newspaper Syndi-
cate. )

Using Cannon as Banks.
The woman who, as just revealed in

the law courts, hid her savings on her
mother's grave in Forest Hill ceme-
tery probably hit on a unique cache.
But there is no saying. The person
who mistrusts banks generally looks

j . . v. ........ iinKkplv snot inarounu iui 1

which to deposit his wealth and more
than one may hit on the same idea.
Old cannon, for Instance, seem to form
favorable depositories. Quite a quant-
ity of Jewelry was found some time

- . . . .,., vhtiih stflndH inago in a buiuaij '
the fort at Shoreham, and about the
same time a Dag cunuunun cv...... .: an .Idsovereigns was mrtcuvr. v.

cannon in Peel Park, Bradford. From
. . ... ..one 01 wie uiu 1 -

erpool also some inquisitive youngsters
once brought forth a soldier's dis-

charge papers and notes to the value
of luu pounas i.niiu')ii uiuuiuc.

QUAKER MEDITATIONS.

From the Philadelphia Record.
Many a man is cast in the shade be-

cause he stands in his own light.
Some women remain faithful to

their husbands, some to their ideals.
The fellow who brags about having

money to burn never seems to scorch
his fingers.

The very stiffest collars in the
world wouldn't enable some men to
hold their heads up.

Some women are no more genuine
than their blushes, while others are
as true as their freckles.

Don't jump at conclusions. The fel-

low who knows it all may really know
something, after all.

"Men are like corks." says the Cyni-
cal Bachelor. "Some will pop, other
will have to be drawn out."

You never can tell. The only man
who can afford to look like 30 cents
is the man who is worth about 30 mil-

lions.
Butcher "I have some very nice suga-

r-cured hams." Mrs. Newlywed
"I'm afraid they won't do. You see.
my husband doesn't believe in home-
opathy."

She had rejected his offer of mar-
riage. "Do you think you could love
me if I were rich?" he asked bitterly.
"Well, I could try harder," she re-
plied encouragingly.

"Oive me a synonym for love," said
the Poet. "Soda water," suggested the
Cynic "I fail to see the similarity,"
remarked the Poet. "It soon fizzled
out." explained the Cynic

Household Hints

The Table.
Cracked Wheat Ordinary wheat,

put through the coarse grinder of the
food chopper. Requires less time to
cook if the grains are broken.

Peach Dumpling To one can of
sweetened canned peaces add a cup of
water and half a tablespoon of butter;
put the fruit in a granite kettle and
when it reaches tho boiling point drop
in small dumplings made from soft
baking powder biscuit dough. Cover
with a close fitting lid and cook five
minutes; serve as soon as done. The
fruit and liquid make the sauce for the
dumplings. A favorite cold weather
dessert, quickly made.

Patty Cake Recipe Beat the whites
of two eggs stiff; then meat separately
one whole egg and put together; add
gradually, while stirring, one-ho- lf cup
of granulated sugar and one-ha- lf cup
of sifted flour mixed with a level

of baking powder and one-four- th

cup of melted butter; flavor
rose.

Fig Pudding Three ounces beef
suet, one-ha- lf pound figs (chopped),
two one one-thir- d cups stale bread
crumbs, one-ha- lf cup sugar, two eggs,
one-ha- lf cup milk. Chop suet and
work with the hands until creamy,
then add figs. Soak bread crumbs in
milk, add eggs well beaten, sugar and
salt. Combine mixtures, turn into a
buttered mold, steam three hours.

Cake and Pie Combination. Line
two pie tins with a rich crust and bake
just a minute or so, for it must be
put back in the oven. Then fill with
the following ingredients. Put pie
part first on crust, then cake part in
each tin. Pie part: One leamon, one
egg, one cup cugar, one cup syrup,

OLD MR. NORTH

"Oh, dear!" sighed the wind fairies
as they looked out over the great big
lake, "doesn't it look awful!"

"What's that?" asked old Mr. North
Wind, who was blowing close over the
wind fairies' heads. "What are you
talking about? I don't see anything
awful!" And he squinted his eyes
and twisted his nose in his effort to
see what they were talking about.

"We're talking about the lake," ex-
plained one wind fairy.

"The lake?" asked old Mr. North
Wind, looking at the great body of
water below him. "It seems to be
there all right."

'Of course it's there," laughed the
fairies all, "how could it get away?
You're a stupid old Mr. North Wind
this morning!"

Mr. North Wind bowed with a flour-
ish and then replied. "I can return the
compliment! It is you who are ttu-pi- d

talking about the lake being awful
when it's right under your feet the
same as it's always been! Explain
yourselves!"

"You tell him," suggested the big-
gest wind fairy.

"No, you tell him," said the middle-size- d
fairy.- -

Now old Mr. North Wind is. as you
know, a very impatient person and ho
was about to say something very
scolding to those little wind fairies
when the littlest fairy of all spoke up
and said. "Please, Mr. North Wind
I'll tell you! Only don't be disap-
pointed, for the thing I have to tell is
not nearly as important as you per-
haps thought it would be from what
the fairies said. We don't like the col-
or of the lake this morning. We think
it is a dreadful color. That's what
we were saying was so cwrul. Now
you know all about it."

Mr. North Wind just stared.
"Do you mean to tell me," he final-

ly said, "that all this fuss has been
about the color of the lake?"

The fairies nodded their heads that
it was.

"Well, that's the best Joke I ever
heard," cried Mr. North Wind, and
he laughed, and ha laughed, till the

WIND'S ADVICK.
waves dashed high on the shores of
the lake and everybody thought a ter-
rible storm was coming!

"Well, that's the best joke I everheard," fried Mr. North wind.
"The best Joke I ever heard," he re-peated, and then he gradually stopped

", "'" "" "sain, wnen atlast hi could talk he said. "If youdon t like the color of tho lake whydon t you change it? I can t say thatI fancv thin
;i Hume sucn funaabout It."

cnange it ourselves!" asked the
low.ln the clouds away." re-plied the North Wind and he

ST"-.- , 0f. course th wind fairieS
and in exactly ten minute.

from the sky, and the lake sparkledas blue as could be."'at's the way to fin . --

Mr. North "whin
don't like some,hinSgyb,owWrt nawa,f
Never whine! fJ J
Clara Ingram Judl.) (CPyr,sht- -


